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7 [ HE Cuſtom of De- 
K dicating is of ſo 
long ſtanding, that 
it is very difficult 
to tell from What 


Time to date its Riſe. Whe— 
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DEDICATION. 


ther we ſhall trace its Origin 
from the Offerings to the Gods, 


or, next to them, the moſt illu- 


ſtrious and deſerving Men, I | 
muſt leave for others to decide. 
The frequent Abuſes this ſort | 
of Writing has met with, and | 
the Cenſure it often lies under, | 
is, in a great Meaſure, juſt; but 
altho' ſome, through a miſta- 


ken Zeal, (or whatever elle 


were their Motives) ſacrificed | 


to internal Dæmons, we ſhould 


not deny the Gods their Right. 


It is certain, we are hereby 
enabled to ſhew our Gratitude 
in a more than common Way, 


whether it be for private Fa- 
yours received, or any gene- 
rous 
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rous Benefits conferred on the 


Publick ; and I think we may, 


without the leaſt Tincture of 
Flattery, extol Ceſar for his 
Falour, or Tully or his Elo- 
quence ; which conſequently 
leads me to a Commendation 
of that uſeful Talent of your 
own, that has been to early, to 
often, and ſo well employ'd, 
in the Behalt of your King and 
Country. Here J have a large 


and open Field; and was I for 


once to do the Duty of an Hi- 
ſtorian, I ſhould merit much 
from Poſterity, in giving them 
ſo fair a Pattern of compound- 
ed Virtucs ; and, 


Beheve 
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Believe me, SIR, 


Great is the Pleaiure of one 

} that builds on ſo fure a Foun- | 

dation; where I have no leis | 

| than a whole Kingdom to ju- | 

ſtify the Truth of what I tay ; 

and I am well aſſured the au- 

guſt Aſſembly, of which t 

are a moſt worthy Member, 
can daily diſcern the Truth of 

Tis Application. 7 


Creſcit, occulto velut Arbor evo, 
Fama Marcelli. Hor, 


In the common Intereſt of 
your eminent Qualitications I 
ere with others; but when 
reflect upon that agrecable 
Part of your Charecter, that 
Sweetnels of D1jj polition,! which 
| gives 


DEDICATION. 


gives a Luſtre and Value to 
your other Endowments of 
Art and Nature, I cannot but 
hope for a Pardon for this Ad- 
drels. 


I {ſhall only beg leave to 
make ſome few Obſervations, 
which J have omitted in the 
Notes, on the Tranſlation I 
here preſent you with, and no 
longer intrude on your Pati- 
ence. 


Since my tranſlating the fol- 
lowing Poets, I was not a lit- 
tle uneaſy, when I was inform- 
ed they were tranſlated iome 
Years ago with good Succeſs; 


but finding afterwards by what 
Hand, 
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DEDICATION. 
Hand, I thought another Tranſ- 


lation would not be — 


table; for although the Abili- 


ties of the Man (the learned 


Mr. Hanley) were capable of 


that, and greater Undertakings, 
yet it was at ſucha Time, when 
our Engliſh Verſe had not that 
Harmony m its Numbers it 
now has, that a Tranſlation ſo 
long ſince cannot be ſo pleaſing, 
as one by a more modern Hand. 
believe, and fincerely with to 
{ee it, that if ſome more able 
Perſons would, with the ſame 


Intention that I proceeded in % 


this, lend their Aſliſtance to- 


wards the tranſlating ſuch of 
the Ancients as have never been 


in our Tongue, or ſuch as the 


Tranſla- 
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| Tranſlations are become obſo- 


lete, or in any other Caſe noto- 
riouſly deficient, it would be 


no {mall Improvement to our 
Language, and a great Advan- 


tage to the Publick ; for it 


| muſt be a great Satisfaction, 
| when they are {ure to find in 
their own Tongue, the ineſti- 
| mable Pieces they cannot read 
in Greek, or Latin; and I am 
proud to boait, I live at a 
Time, and in a Nation, that 


has arrived to as great a Pitcl 
lof Glory as either Greece, or 


[taly; and the ſame Glory 


acquired by the tame Means. 


| Scilicet in populis quondam Victoribus Orbis, 


Florebant ſemper Literæ & Arma ſimul ; 


Tunc eſt Græcorum Sapientia proxima Cz1s, 


Cum Perſis victis Gracia jura dart; 
4 Tunc 


the Fragments of the latter, 
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DE DICATION. 


Tunc Vittrix omnes ſuperavit Muſa Maronis, 
Roma 7riumphati cum Caput Orbis erat. 
Nicols. 


But to return. We have 
never had a compleat Tranſſa- 
tion of Moſchus, and Bion; for 
even Mr. Hanley has left out 


which we have no Reaſon to 
doubt being genuine, tho im- 
perfect; for the Dorick Dialect 
15 plainly ſeen thro' them all; 

and the Numbers are as harmo-l | 
nious as the reſt; and the 
Thoughts as much of the Coun- 
try; except the firſt; which I 
take to be a finiſhed Piece, and 

therefore 1 have placed it a- 
mong the perfect /dylhums. | 
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nis, | | | | 
ls. Some, in their Editions of 
our Poets, have placed the /dy/- 
ave Jiums of Bion before thoſe of 
la- Moſchus, according to the Or- 
for der of Time. This is a Matter 
out of little Importance; for their 
ter, Remains being ſo few, the pla- 
to cing either of them firſt, can 
im- cauſe no Confuſion in the Rea- 
lect der. I therefore chuſe to place 
all; the Poems of Moſchus before 
mo- the other, being almoſt thrice 
the as much in them; and in 
dun. which Order you may find 
ch 1! them in all the late Greek E- 
and ditions. 

K ay 


f. | Thus far have I proceeded. 


for the Benefit of the EH? 
OMe. Reader; 
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DEPDICATTI ON. 


Reader; in what other wiſe re- 
lates to the Work, you, Sir, 


are the better Judge. 


am, 
With all Reſpect, 
Tour moſt Obedient, 


Humble Servant, 


Thomas Cooke. | 
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(ſpeaking as I find 
by my ſelf) which 
naturally ariſes in 
us, and makes us de- 
firous of prying into 
the Lives of the Authors, whoſe 
B Works 


dn 1 a Curiofity 
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2 The LIVES of 


Works we read. As to the Time, 


and Country, of theſe our Poets, we 
ſhould have been to ſeek, had not 


Moſchus, in his Elegy upon the 


Death of Bion, enlightened us there- 
in, We have an Account (accord- 


ing to Swdas) of one Moſchus a 
Grammarian, and Poet of Syracuſe ; 


-but whether it 1s this, I am not 


able to ſay. Some are apt to think 
him an Talian from the following 


Words. 


Theocritus, the ſweeteſt of the Swans 
Of Syracuſe, prepares his mournful Strains ; 


Whilſt J, no Stranger to the rural Lay, 


Chant out my Woes in the Auſonian Way. 
To others let your Flocks and Herds belong ; 
To me you, dying, left your Pipe and Song. 


From theſe Lines three Things very 
material may be gathered. 


Fuſt, 


Moſchus and Bion. 3 


E 15 The Age wherein both our 


| | Authors lived. 


Secondly, What we were before 


| | ſpeaking of, as to his Country. 


Laftly, The more than ordinary 


Acquaintance betwixt him and Bion; 
not ſuppoſing from this Paſſage, (as 


the Learned Mr. Kennet) that Bion 
was a School-Maſter ; and Moſchus 
was his Scholar and Succeſſor, in 


governing his poetical School; but 
I rather take it as an Encomium up- 
on his deceaſed Friend; for we may 
as well judge him to be a Shep- 
herd, (which Opinion of the Two 
I would ſooner adhere to) from 
| theſe Lines. 
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4 The LIVES of 


His Pipe, and Herd, demanded all his 


Cares ; 


And as they gras d, he charm d their ra- | 


viſhd Ears. 


As for the Country of Bion, we are f 
not in the leaſt doubtful of, it being 
very manifeſt by what follows; which 


at the ſame Time ſhews a very fair 


Title to the Birth of Homer. 


Here Moſchus addreſſes himſelf to | 
the River Meles, (which flows not 
far from the Walls of Smyrna) where- | 
in he makes a fine Compariſon be- |. 
twixt the two Poets. As this Poem | 
is the ſweeteſt of our Poet's Works, | 

ſo I think this the moſt beautiful 
Part of the Elegy. 


Harmonious Streams, Meles the firſt in 


Fame, 


That gave the Bard his Birth, and gave 


his Name, Since 


| : 


I 


—— 


Moſchus and Bion. 5 


Since Homer's Death you find but ſmall 
Relief 5 


| Now Bion's Fate demands a ſecond Grief. 
Firſt when Calliope's Delight withdrew 
(Call by remorſeleſs Fate) himſelf from Jou; 


Then Fame reports, your Streams could 


ſearce ſuffice, 


To feed the conſtant Tribute of your Eyes. 
| Great was your Grief for the loud Homer 


dead, 


Soc great, it ver all Neptune“ * 


ſpread. 


Since to the Shades the lovely Swain muſt go, 


Tour Streams again in mournful Currents 


flow. 


N Both to the ſacred F. ount ams aear have 


been ; 


| This largely drank of Arethuſa's Stream, 
' The other of the Rills of Hippocrene. 


One ſung Atrides, and the Spartan Fair, 
And Thetis' valiant Son renown'd in War. 


This ſung of Pan, of Swains, no Arms, 


nor Wars. 


But ſuch ſweet Combats as are free F n 


Scars : 
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6 The Livss of 


His Pipe, and Herd, demanded all his Cares, 
And as they grazd, he charm d their ra- 
viſh'd Ears. 1 
On the ſoft Loves he oft beftow'd his Praiſe; |. 
Venus was oft" the Subject of his Lays. | 


We now come to the Age of both | 
our Authors, who were Contempo- 
raries with T heocritus, as appears by | 
Moſchus his introducing him bewail- | 
ing Bions Death; (which Piece of | 
Theoeritus's is not extant) therefore | 
we may undoubtedly conclude, as | 
Theocritus flouriſhed under the famous 
Ptolomy Philadelphus, our Poets lived 
in the ſame happy Age of Wit and | 

Learning; tho' perhaps not encou- 
raged by the ſame royal and bene- 
ficent Patron. According to the 
beſt Account we can find, Ptolomy 
Pbiladelphus began his Reign in the 


fourth 
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Moſchus and Bion. 7 


fourth Year of the 123d Ohmpiad, 
and ended it in the ſecond Year of 


the 133d, which was about 280 
Years before Chriſt, 


This 1s all we have of the Coun- 


try, Age, and Profeſſion of our two 
Poets. 


Bionit ſeems (and not unlikel y from 
the following Verſes) was poiſoned, 


Sweet Swain, you did the poys nous 
Draught receive; 
Ah ! cruel Wretch,that could the Potion give 


It will not be improper, after the 
Lives of our Poets, to give ſome 
Account of their Remains. 


In the Time of the latter Greci- 


and, that is, in the Time of the 


Byzan- 
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8 The LIVES f 

Byzantine Emperors, all the ancient 
IAylliums were collected together, 
and Theocritus's Name prefixed to 
them; by which means ſeveral 
Pieces are not attributed to their 
proper Authors. FOND 


The 25th Ichllium of Theocri- 
tus, viz, the Birth of Hercules, is by 
ſome adjudged to Moſchus ; but as 
it 1s placed, by moſt of the Editors 
thereof, among T heocritus's Works, 
and tranſlated for his by Mr. Creech, 
I think it ſufficient Reaſon for my 
not {ranting it. 


 & 


Tbcocritus bad not only engroſſed 


the Credit of others to himſelf, but 


had robbed one of them of his 
Name; ſome affirming T heocritus 
and Moſchu to be one or the ſame 


Ton 3 


— „* K * 
3 * 4 
„3 eee e OO , : 


4 
| 
1 
1 
4 
"4 


Moſchus and Bion. 9 


Perſon ; but Moſchus has fortunate- 
ly confuted thoſe vain Aſſertors, 
(whereby he has preſerved his Ho- 
nour, and Himſelf too) by intro- 
ducing, as we before obſerved, his 
Rival lamenting Bion's Death. 


Bion has not only had the hard 


Fate of his Contemporary and Aſ- 


ſociate, but has fell into the Hands 
of Superſtition; the Rigour of which 
(tho' upon another Occaſion) is 
finely expreſſed by Sir John Den- 


ham. 


Now ſbalt thou ſtand, tho Sword, or 
Time, or Fire, 
Or Zeal, more fierce than ** thy Fall 
conſpire. 


The Byzantine Emperors once fo 
revered their Clergy, that by their 
Advice 


— — 
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Advice wholly, they commanded 
ſome particular Parts of ſeveral Po- 
ets to be burned ; the only Pre- 
tence for their ſevere Sentence, 
was their writing in too amourous a 
Strain. At that Time periſhed ſe- 
veral Pieces of the following Poets ; 
Menander , Diphilus, Apollodorus , 
Philemon, Alexis, Sappho, Erinua, 
Anacreon, . Aman and 
Bion. 


The Remains of theſe two Poets 
are number'd among the moſt har- 
monious Pieces of the Ancients. The 
greater Part of their Writings are in 
the Paſtoral Kind, from which they 
have very little deviated; Moſchus 
in his fourth Idyllium, and Bion in 
his Fifth, and ſome of his ſmall 
Pieces at the latter End. 

N 
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Moſchus and Bion. 11 


M. Gravian, ſpeaking of the An- 
cients, ſays, There is a great Sim- 
plicity in Tbeocritus, tho his Poems 
are elaborate; when he deſcribes 
the moſt tender Paſſion, he ſtill talks 
like a Shepherd, and all his Thoughts 
ſeem to be the Product of a rural 
Life. Moſcbus and Bion, are not 


leſs to be eſteemed. The Elegy of 


the latter upon Adonis, is full of 
charming Sweetneſs. 


Rapin, in his Diſcourſe upon Pa- 
ſtoral, will not allow the Europa of 
Moſchus to be of that Kind; which, 


if not a Paſtoral, muſt at leaſt go 


for a fine Poem. But according to 
the Abbot Fraguer's Sentiments, 
(which are very juſt) the Europa is 
truly a Paſtoral ; for Moſchus takes 
care to congeal the Glory of Jupiter, 
when 
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when he brings him into the Mea- 
dows; he introduces him not as 
the Thunderer, but as a Lover me- 
tamorphoſed. The Abbot's Words 
are theſe: Would any one place 
Jupiter with a Thunderbolt, or Juno 
with her Majeſty, in a Landskip ? 
When the Poets brought the great 
Gods from Ohmpus into rural Soli- 
tude, they took care to conceal the 
Glory that ſurrounds them; they 
changed their Deities to make them 
appear under other Shapes. The 
ſame Author alſo, ſpeaking of the 
Scenary for Paſtoral, ſays, The Scene 
is always a rural Landskip, which 
may take in Woods, Meadows, the 
Banks of Rivers, Fountains, and 
ſometimes the Sea- ſnore. If Rapin 
makes an Objection againſt the Po- 
liteneſs of the Language of the Hu- 


a, 


Moſchus and Bion. 13 
ropa, we may very eahily bring ſome 
few of our own Country, who have 
wrote in that Way, whoſe Autho- 
rity is as good as Rapm's, I muſt 
confeſs, there is not that Clowniſh- 
neſs and Indecency in our Poets, as 
in the Fourth and Fifth 1d/hums of 
1 heocritus. I would not be thought 
herein to endeavour to rob I heocritus 
of the Bays the Criticks have in all 
Ages allowed him; but my Deſign 
is to plead for Modeſty, Decency 
and Politeneſs, in Paſtoral, as well 
as in other Writings. 


think I have the politeſt of the 
Ancients on my Side. Neither in 
our Poets, nor Virgil, (tho' indeed 
the latter in his third Eclogue, is 


more ruſtical than at other Times) 


is any Part ſo obſcene as to offend 
the 
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the chaſteſt Ear; a Thing juſtly 
cenſured by one of the niceſt Judges, 
and beſt of Poets in the laſt Age. 


Immodeſt Words admit of no Defence; 
A want of Decency is want of Senſe. 
Earl of Roſcommon. 


Boileau, notwithſtanding the na- 
tive Bluntneſs ſome will pretend is 
requiſite in Paſtoral, inveighs againſt 
it as much as pofhble, and gives a 
moſt beautiful Deſcription of it ; 
comparing it to a fair Nymph in her 
Bloom, rifing from her Bed, dreſ- 
ng herſelf with the genuine Orna- 
ments of the Fields; needleſs of Ty- 


rian Dye, Diamonds and Pearls, or 
the coſtly O intments of Arabia. 


But at the ſame time he dreſſes her 
neither with Nettles, nor Thiſtles, 
when ſo many of the ſweeteſt Flow- 

ers 


I 


Moſchus and Bion. 1 5 


ers and Greens may be culled to 


adorn her with. 


Should a Painter fill a Landskip 


with obſcene Objects, he would be 
no more liable to cenſure, than a 
Poet who does the fame. I think 
it is very unjuſt to make Shepherds 


ſpeak any Thing contrary to that 
Innocence, ſuppoſed to be in them, 
whom Aſtræa has ſcarcely forſaken, 


Extrema per illos 
Juſtitia excedens terris Veſtigia fecit. 


hen ſuſtice, weary of the Crimes of Man, 


' To wing her Flight to purer Worlds began, 
' Her laſt Retreat on Earth was on the 


Plains ; 
here ſome Reſemblance of her ſtill re- 
mains. 


3 


— 


_ 


* — a, 


OY 11 — & 1 £ 1 * * 1 * fd * — 


— 


Hg YL tee l. 


The Fuzitroe Love. 


- 


. SEN DOES EEG 


— — 
_ EY 


A ————— 
— 


Wanton Cupid once from HIFenus 
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> The Goddcſs miſs'd him, and 


ſhe thus begun : | 


lf any One a wand'ring Love ſhould ſee, 


He's mine, the little Urchin ſtray'd from me. 
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A ſweet Reward will bounteous Venus give, 


The Swain that ſhall reſtore her Fugitive: 


A Kiſs ; nay, not alone a ſingle Kiſs, 

She'll pay the Tydings with a greater Bliſs. 
So many Marks the Wanton will betray, 
From Twenty, you may take the Right away. 
Not white his Body, thro' the whole is ſpread, * 


Something reſembling Fire, a glowing Red. 


| They 
Flames, cruel Flames, from both his Eycballs dart; 
| 5 Than 
Fair are his Words, deceitful is his Heart! 1 8 
is 
With nought but Lies his flacr'ring Lips are hung; . | 
Sweet honey Words flow from his ſoothing Tongue. N | 
He in his Rage ſevere would all deſtroy, C - 
ri 
Such the Reſentment of the vengeful Boy r 
ut b 
Curl'd are his Locks, White as the falling Snow; 1 
Dr i 
Nothing but Frowns fit on his angry Brow. A 8 
iS 
Small are his Hands; bur far can throw a Dart; S 
| * 
He ſometimes ſtrikes th' inferna! Monarch's Heart. ur 
cru! 


His Body's always naked to the Wind, 
Bur cloſe he keeps the Secrets of his Mind. 


| of Moschus. I9 


Swift as a Bird he flies, now here, now there, 
And Man he wounds, nor ſpares the charming 


Fair, 


A little Bow, and Arrow's in his Hand; 

Tho' ſmall, the Gods cannot their Force withſtand, 
A Quiver full of bitter Shafts he bears, 

With which to wound his Mother oft' he dares : 
They're cruel all, with greater Heat they burn, 
Than the hot Rays of the Mcridian Sun : 

Fis little Torches Phebus ſelf annoy, 

en Phæbus ſelf is ſubject to the Boy. 

Take him, and pity not his Tears that fall; 

dr if he ſmiles, let not his Smiles prevail; 

ut bind him, bring him, they're deceitful all: 
Dr if he'd kiſs, from his Embraces turn; 


is Lips are Poyſon, the Infection ſhun. 


W; 


90 
9 


art. 


he his Arms preſent, tis not for Love; 
lefuſe, they're ting'd with Fire, they will Allaci- 


ous prove. 
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IDYLLIUM II. 
EUR 0 F 4 


The ARGUMENT. 


TY 


as 1 


Europa, Daughter of Agenor, Xing of Phænicia, p 
ing ſurprized by a Viſion, calls for her Maids 0 his 


Honour to accompany her to the Meads, fo 0 ary 
Flowers, and divert her after the poytentiÞ 
Dream. Whilſt Europa and the Ladies ate in T 
Meadow, Jupiter in the Shape of a Bull entiffh 
them to come and ſport with him: Europa, alf fra, 
with his Form and gentle Ways, gets upon his Ba The 
he immediately ariſes, and plunges into the S 
She, far from Land, invokes Neptune, and ſpe! 
to the Bull as if ſomething ſuſpicious of his Divin Both 
he, to pacify her, diſcovers himſelf ; afterwatÞ And 
arriving at Crete, he reſumed his proper Dei 
d enjoyed her. ho 
an Ye r | | 
And 


ne 


But; 


4 
7 
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ORE than half gone the Night, and Morn 
drew nigh, 


5 
* 
| 


7 


When Sleep in downy Chains had bound cach EyC; 


- — . ——ꝛů — ( ˙* r — 


2 — —— —  — — — 


= — — — 2 


3 — 
1 —— owt — — 
2 4 


When weary'd Mortals lay in pleaſing Reſt, 


1 - — 
2 — — — 
1 —_ 
— . 


ö | With various Viſions hov'ring o'er their Breaſt ; 
- 


i. 
3 


her Apartment was Europa laid; 


—— OY: 
* _ 


A Virgin then; no more to flcep a Maid! 


— i. tes, 


x 

. * . . 6 1 
ia, As ſhe in ſoft Repoſe the Minutes ſpent, 1 
I 

aids i his Viſion Venus to the Damſel ſent, 1 
tent 0 
% 14 

in i | em'd to ſtand 1 
* Two Continents at Variance icem d to ſtand; #4 


entil 431 
** at 72 and that oppos'd to A/ias Land; . 

"Bol 

16 S 


Joes 


521; Both claim the Fair; That ſays ſhe brought her forth, 


he Form of Matrons ſerv'd for their Diſguiſe, 


One known, and one a Stranger to her Eyes: 


af And pleads, ſhe gave her Breeding, and her Birth, 
* Th'other, by Force of Arms, the Virgin drew, 
And ſhe as willing to the Matron ſlew; 


But yet (when ſhe Europa took, ) the ſaid, 


OR 


By Fate, and Jove's Decrce, I take the Maid. 
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The Fair awakes, out of her Bed ſhe ſtarts ; E 
Her Boſom throbs, Fears ſeize her vita! Parts. . 
Not with her Sleep the boding Vigon flies; 1 
The Women ſtill are preſent to her Eyes. 


Silent awhile ſhe ſat; at laſt ſays ſhe; 


Tell me ye Gods what can this Viſion be? 


hat means this Dream, and from what Deity ? 7 
| Wher 

hat Phantom thus moleſts my tender Breaſt 2 1 
Char! 


And rouſes thus my Soul from balmy Reſt ? | 
Dclig 


What Matron whom I ſaw, to me unknown? 
J feel a Paſſion for the Love ſhe's ſhown; 
How tenderly ſhe us'd me, as her own ! 


Ye Pow'rs above, great Fove, and Deſtiny, 


Dn 1 

Grant the Event of this, propitious be! 
0 

I From 

So ſpoke ; the Fair aroſe, and went to find 51 
0 


Her beſt Companions, deareſt to her Mind; 
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hoſe whom ſhe takes, when with her Virgin Train 
$he leads a Dance along the verdant Plain ; 
Or when, compell'd by Heart of Mid-day Beams, 


Her Limbs ſhe bathes within Anaurus Streams; 


Or when into the Meads, with a Deſire, 


ww 


he goes, to rob them of their gay Artire. 


Again they meet, acroſs their Arms they bear 


. Basket; then unto thoſe Meads repair, 

wh Where always met, the now aſſembled Fair; 
Charm'd with the fragrant Odours of the Plain, 
Delighting too to hear the murm ring Main. 
(1 

(7 Europa s Basket was of pureſt Gold, 

The Work of Yulcan, glorious to behold ! 


Dn Libya was the Gift beſtow'd, when ſhe 
o Neptune yielded her Virginity : 


From her the Preſent, by Succeſſion, came, 


Fo beauteous 7 elepha; a lovely Dame; 
ext it deſcended to Europas Care; 
1 n Europa, lovely, young, and fair! 
"i C 4 Such 


| 
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Such was the Work, ſuch the reſplendent Arr, 
The Preſent ſpoke the God in e ry Part! 
There Jnachus his Jo ſtood in Gold; 


A Woman lowing in a Heifer's Mold; N 
Forc'd to the Main by Scourges of the Bee; dom 
Work of a cxrule Colour was the Sea. 4 he 
Upon the Store two Men as wond'ring ſtood, Tri 


To ſee a Heifer ſcud a long the Flood; 


And Jove was there; Jove ſtrok d the Marine Cow 


And feem'd to grieve to think her Fate was ſo; 
Her in Compaſſion to the Nz/e he drove, Wit] 
And made her what ſhe was before his Love. | 
Of Gold was Jove; of Praſs his much lov'd Coup { 


The Streams of Nile in Silver Currents flow, 


Under the Lid, by Hermes, Argus lyes; 

(He once ſo watchful with his Hundred Eyes) 
There ſce the Peacock from his Blood ariſe ; 
With painted Pride he ſpreads his colour'd Tail, 
Like the the ſwell d Canvaſs by a kindly Gale; | 7ov 


Wüß 


Wich it he ſpreads the Golden Cover o er. 


Such was the Basket fair Europa bore. 


ny 
y 
3 


When to the Meads deſign'd the Virgins come, 


bome pick the Daffadil, the Primroſe ſome. 


1 he wanton Damſels, in a ſportive Fit, 


— 


: Trip it along to fee who firſt ſhall get, 

t harmleſs Play, yon' pretty Violet. 

But Chief of all the Virgin Train, is ſeen, 

1 Europa, in the midſt, a Queen; 
With her fair Hand ſhe crops the bluſhing Roſe; ; 
| And here like Veuus with the Graces ſhows. 

Co\ Your Sport enjoy fair Maid, not long to be 
An unpolluted Maid, for Fove's too nigh, 
Great Fove no ſooner ſaw, but was undone; 

) (7 Shot is the Dart, and thro' his Breaſt it run. 
Such the reſiſtleſs Pow'r of mighty Love! 

il, J Tis he, and only he, can conquer Jove. 

le; | Jove mult contrive, when jealous Juno pries; 
He thus the Rape conceals from Juno s Eyes. 


With Hes 
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He's now a Beaſt, (ſuch is the Power of Love!“) 1 * 
He's now a Bull, c'erwhile no leſs than Fove. 3 By 
Of all that ever felt the Plowman's Goar, Whe 


Or graz'd the Meads, or pond rous Burthens 
bore, 

None like this jovial Bull was ſeen before. 

Juſt in the Middle of his Forehead grew, 


A Circle whiter than the falling Snow ; 


His other Parts were of a yellowiſh Hue. 


His bright, his amourous ſparkling Eyes, were grey | 
A Thouſand little Loves there ſeem'd to play. pr ” 
His Horns were equal, like the Silver Moon; Kinc 
Her Horns encreas'd, when half her Race is run. it 
Ent'ring the Plains, the Virgins at the Sight Obſ 
Receiv'd him as an Object of Delight. Fad 

They by Degrees mov'd by ſome inward Love,) 
Approzch'd the Bull, and ſtrok'd the lovely Tove; | 8 

M hoſe odoriferous Breath the Sweets excel, 
(For 


The Meads can yield with all their fragrant Smell. 


A 
He 
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e juſt before the fair Europa goes, 
Kiſſes her Neck, the ſpotleſs Virgin woes; ; 


Fain would he ſpeak, but then he gent'ly moes. 


Whene'er he low'd, you'd ſay th' Arcadian Swain 


_ 


Was playing on his Pipe ſome tender Strain. 

She ſtrok'd him, Kiſs'd him, gently from his Mouth, 
She with her lilly Hand wip'd off che Froth. 

Upon his Knees he fell before the Maid ; 


His Back ſhe view'd, and to her Virgins faid ; 


| Come nearer, dcar Companions, and behold, 
Broad is his Back, and ev'ry one 'twill hold; 
Kind is his Aſpect, gentle are his Ways, 

I Quite different from other Bulls that graze ; 
Obſerve his Geſtures, much like humane Kind ; 


Had he a Voice bur cqual to his Mind! 


e 

| She ſpoke, then back'd him with a pleaſing 
| Smile ; 

es (For Innocence, like her, ner thought of Guile.) 
a | Fird 
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Fird by th' Example of the Royal Fair, 
The Virgins all to follow her prepare. 


He'd got his hop'd for Prize, nor wanted more; | 
He plung'd into the Main, and left the Shore. She 
But ſhe turn d back, ſtretch d out her Hands for Aid But 
To them on Shore; they can't perſue the Maid. Stru 
Now far from Land, he with his Burthen proud, | Wo! 
Juſt like a Dolphin cuts along the Flood. | 
The Nereids, and each watry Deity, | C 
Ariſe as conſcious who the Bull ſhould be; 
Earth-ſhaking Neptune, Ruler of the Seca, 
Holds up his Trident, and the Waves obey ; . 


And give to Fove a calm, and caſy Way. 
The Tritons, which to Neptune's Train belong, But 
Prepare their Shells to ſound the Nuptial Song. | Say 
Europa, as on Fove ſhe croſs'd the Main, If 
Strove from the Waves to ſave her Purple Train ; | Wh 
One Hand around his Horn ſhe trembling laid, | Or 
Thar ſafe ſhe might the liquid Journey ride. Vac 


Tf 
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The mournful Maid, far from her native Land, 
e; Far from her Virgins, and the flow'ry Strand, 
. [She look'd about, bur nothing could ſurvey, 
r Aidl But Air above, beneath the boyſtrous Sea; 
1 Struck with the Proſpect then before her Eyes, 


ud, | Wond'ring ſhe gaz d around, amaz d, ſhe cries : 


Oh! Bull divine, where would'ſt thou me con- 
vey 2 
What art, and why tempt'ſt thou this dang'rous 
Way ? 
Ships we have known beyond the Seas to go, 
But never knew a Bull ſo bold as you. 
Say, can the Sea afford, or Drink, or Food ? 
I you're a God, then act as ſuits a God. 
in ; | When knew you Dolphins in the Meadows graze ? 
| Or Steers or Heifers ſport within the Seas? 
VUndaunted you among the Billows row; 


Your Hooſs ſupply the Place of Oars for you. 


T 
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Perhaps you will e'erlong take Wing and fly, 
And cut the yielding Air, and mount the Sky. 
Unhappy I, alas! to leave my Home, 
And with a Bull far from my Country rome. 
But Oh! great Neptune, Ruler of the Seas, 
Be you propitious when a Virgin prays ; 
But yet J hope he that conducts me o'er, 


Will be my Guide when on a foreign Shore; 


For ſure J paſs by more than mortal Pow'r. 


She ſpoke, and thus the broad-horn'd Bull reply'd,F 
No longer fear, bent at the Waves diſmay'd, ; 
He that conducts you is no leſs than Jove; 


T ſeem a Bull, or any Thing for Love : 


Een now my Fair I lay aſide the God, 

And tempt in borrow'd Shape the wat'ry Road. 
To Crete, my Birth-place, I'll conduct you, there 
Glad Z7)men ſhall our Nuptial Rites prepare 


And you to Jove ſhall mighty Monarchs bear. 


{'s 
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He ſpoke, and the conſenting Fates ordain, 


That what he ſaid might not be ſpoke in vain. 


1 To Crete they came, where Fove aſſumed Fove, 
ooſen'd her Zone, and revell'd in her Love. 

Th' attendant Hora th happy Bed provide, 

And ſhe, juſt now a Maid, is now a Bride; 
ves Conſort for a while ; a Mother ſhe 


Fulfil'd, with mighty Monarchs Fove's Decree. 
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IDyYLLIUM III. 


An ELE GY upon the Deathh... 
of B I o N. 


Ourn all ye Groves, ye Dorick Streams dl 


plore 
The lovely Bion s Fate, who's now no more; 
Ye Plants, a Tribute of your Sorrows ſhew ; 


Ye Flow'rs, for Gricf put on a mournful Hue; 


Ye Roſes, and Anemonies, now wear 

A deeper Red, that may your Woes declare; 

Now Hyacinth, in your own Plaints bemoan, 

The lovely tuneful Bard, that's dead and gone. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more.. 
Ye Nightingales, which mourn in the thick Woods jm 1 
Tell the ſad News to Arethuſa's Floods ; nr 1 

cho 
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Ain, rhe tuneful lovely Swain is dead; 
= With him his Song, and Dorick Muſe, is fled. 
| Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
' In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
Ye Silver Swans, as you in Szrymor fail, 
if melancholy Sounds his Death bewail ; 
SLY In Elegiack mournful Notes bemoan 
Bion s hard Fate, juſt as you ſing your own; 
ſuch melodious Notes, as the dear Swain 
dung with your Voice, whilſt here he bleſt the Plain. 
To the Oegarian Nymphs his Death telate, 
Lonvey to Biſtoris the Dorick Orpheus Fate. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's uo more. 


thk 


ne. Nie to the liſt ning Herds no mote, dear Swain, 
dhall ſing, extended on the verdant Plain; 
He's gone down to the gloomy Shades below, 


And there to Lethe's Banks reports his Woe. 


re. 


Wood 
flis Voice no more upon the Mountain's heard, 


Echo no more anſwers the tuneful Bard. 
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The ſtraggling Cows refuſe to graze for Grief ; 
Nor can the luſty Bull procure Relief. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


: 8 , _ 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who s no more. WL 


When of thy Death, dear Swain, Apollo heard, 
He veil'd his Head in Clouds, and diſappear'd. 


Satyrs, and Fawns, and all the rural Gods, 


The 
The 


; OC 
With fad Complaints fill all the Lawns and Wood | ar 


And Pan, unmindful of his Syrinx now, 


The 
Devotes his Sorrow to your Song and You. : Witl 


The Water-Nymphs their grievous Loſs bewail, 2 


f Fill' 
The vocal Nymph has with her Ecchos done, B. 


To Tears they turn their Springs and Fountains 1 


She thinks none worth her Anſwer ſince thou'rt goſh 7, 


The Trees drop their untimely Fruit for you ; ( eryl 


The Lillies fair refuſe to flouriſh now; 


| por 
The ſweeteſt Flow'rs hang down their Heads and « The 
They ſcorn to grow ſince you t Elixium fly. 


Lam: 
The bleating Ewes their Udders fill no more, | 


Be 
The buzzing Bees neglect the ſweeteſt Flow'r, | EK 


of Mos cus. 


'3 


All Sweets in Nature now are worthleſs grown, 
Since thou art dead, all Sweets contain'd in One. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


E. | In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no wore. 


rd, 
d. 


| 


2 


The Dolphins ne' er before were known to moan, 
The Seas forſaking, on the Shores alone. 

ö ot half ſo much poor Philomela griev'd, 

Woo por all the Wrongs from Tereus ſhe receivd. 

he Swallows on the Summits of each Hill, 

| ith ſad Complaints declining Vallies fill. 

ail, llcyone, for her lov'd Ceyx, ner 


ains 2 Fill with ſuch doleful Plaints the yielding Air. 


e, | Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
rt go In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
us I hubs before was never heard to moan, 


Upon the Seas, as he of late has done. 

and dhe Birds, which from the Pile receiv d their Breath, 
” Lament young Bion more than Memnon's Death. 
re, Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplire, 

wr. | In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
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The Nightingales which perch'd upon the Sprays, 


Yith an attentive Ear to learn his Lays, F : 
Wich drooping Wings upon the Boughs remain, 1 
And in ſad Notes bemourn the abſent Swain. 1 
Ye Doves, forget not in ſad Notes to coo, ; 
For him who taught you how to love and woo. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, N at 1 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. ? he 
Since, moſt lamented Bard, thou'ſt left the Plain, ra 
Who ſhall preſume to touch thy Pipe, dear Swain; : ort 
On which ſo lately you unrival'd play'd: n her 
All, all, are of the vain Attempt afraid. hen 
The Reeds, as yet, a whiſp'ring Sound retain, Wich 
Of thy laſt Song, ne'er to be heard again. ich 
I to ch Arcadian God thy Pipe will bear, | Be, 
For he, (if any rightly) is the Heir; FX 


Perhaps great Pan himſelf will fear to try, 
He'll fear, perhaps, that you'll a Victor be. 
Begin my Mufe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


of Mos cus. 


„poor Calatea mourns the abſent Swain, 


Deſpairing ever to be charm'd again, 


Since Bion, tuneful Bion's left the Plain. 
1 ow oft the Nymph has left her native Sea, 
o fit and hear thy Song, and gaze on thee 2 

b. Not ſach as Polypheme s harſh Skreckings were, 
Bur what's harmonious charm'd the Virgin's Ear. 


The Fair, neglectful of her Marine Thronz, 

ain, b rawn by the ſoft Remembrance of your Song, 
ain; orſakes the Main, and lives upon the Shore, 
here ſpends the tedious Day, too ſhort before, 
) hen lovely Bion ſung, who ſings no more, 

| Vich Pity ſhe your mournful Herds bcholds, 
rh Pity feeds your mclancholy Folds. 

| Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 


In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


37 


Vich you, dear Swain, the Muſes' Gifts are fled ; 


; I youthful Sports are ceas d, ſince thou art dead; 


the once fond Virgins, in their Sorrows coy, 


re. iy the Embraces of each am'rous Boy. 
Pot 
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The mournful Loves over thy Grave bewail, Goth 
With flutt'ring Wings thine early Funeral. 1 his 
More of the Cyprian Goddeſs' Love you have, he 
Than the laſt Kiſs that fiweet Adonis gave, PPne 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, nd 
| In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. This 
| Harmonious Streams, Meles, the firſt in Fame, But ! 


That gave the Bard his Birth, and gave his Name His! 
Since Homers Death you find but ſmall Relief, And 


| Now Bions Fate demands a ſecond Grief. On t 
I Firſt when Calliope s Delight withdrew, _—_ G4 
N | Call d by remorſeleſs Fate, himſelf from you; Be 
| 1 Then Fame reports your Streams could ſcarce ſuffic I. 
| | To feed the conſtant Tribute of your Eyes. The 
| | Great was your Grief for the loy'd Homer dead, Þlln 
| F So great it o'er all Neptune s Kingdom ſpread ; Th'. 
I And now, alaſs! afreſh thy Sorrows flow, he) 
For Bioy's Death reiterates thy Woe, lt 

for 1 


Bot 
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Both to the ſacred Fountains dear have been, 1 | 


1 his largely drank of Arethuſa's Stream; 


1 
— * . p, 
— —— — — ———— 


7 he other of the Rills of Hippocrene. 
C ne ſung Atrides, and the Spartan Fair, 


| 
[f 

[ 
3 
is 
1 
* 

1 

ils 


Ind Thetis' valiant Son renown'd in War. 

7 his ſung of Pan, of Swains; no Arms, nor Wars; 
But ſuch ſweet Combats as are free from Scars. 

dis Pipe and Herd demanded all his Cares; 

And as they graz'd he charm'd their raviſh'd Ears. 
Dn the ſoft Loves he oft beſtow'd his Praiſe, 


Venus was oft' the Subject of his Lays. / 


ö 


Tame 


| Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
ſuffic In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
The Towns, and Villages, bewail thy Death, 
id, l miſs the Muſick of thy tuneful Breath. 
; rh Aſcræan Bard's no more lamented, now 
hey drain the Fountains of their Eyes for you. 
{ Il the Bæotian Groves for thee alone, 


For thee, dear Swain, inſtead of Pindar moan. 


Bot 


D 4 - TW 


40 The IDyLLIUMs 


The Lesbians not half ſo much complain, 
For their Alcæus, as for you dear Swain. 
Ceos no more laments its Poet dead, 

vou ve all its Grief ſince to the Shades you fled, . Þ 


Archilocus no more the Parians grieve, 


But, was ſuch Force in Tears, they'd you retrieve. Þ 


Sappho no more charms Mitylenian Ears, 
You now command Attention and their Tears, 
T heoeritus, the ſweeteſt of the Swains 
Of Syracuſe, prepares his mournful Strains; 
Whilſt I, no Stranger to the rural Lay, 
Chant out my Woes in the Aufonian Way. 
To others ler your Flocks and Herds belong, 
To me you dying left your Pipe and Song. 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. | 
Sweet Flow'rs, and all the worſt of Weeds muſt dye 


Their Bloſſoms wither, and their Moiſture dry; 


Bur when the Year revolves again they grow, 


Their Moiſture enters, and their Bloſſoms blow : 
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But ah! ſad Fate, the Wiſe, the Great, the Brave, 
Muſt ſleep, obſurely, in the ſilent Grave: 
| They dye but once, ne&er more regain their Breath, 
ed. . But lye confin'd in the cold Chains of Death: 
And you, alaſs ! muſt go to your long Home, 
ieve. | And filent ſleep in the Earth's darkſome Womb. 
[But ſince relentleſs Fate will have it ſo, 
| And thus torment poor Mortals here below; 
| The loathſome Croakings of the Toad ne'er ceaſe, 
Its odious Noiſe ſhall ne er my Envy raiſe. 
| Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 


dent by a dire Diſeaſe, ſweet Bion s gone, 


IHis charming Lays, and tuneful Voice are flow'n. 

| Sweet Swain, you did the poys nous Draught re- 
| | ccive, | 
ſt dye | 
y; To whom, alaſs! could ſuch a Crime belong 2 
„ ho was ſo weary of your Muſe and Song? 


Alt! cruel Wretch, that cou'd the Potion give! 


Bur 


—— —— — —— oi on me 
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But why perſiſt I thus to vent my Hate? 
The Wretch can't ſhun the Vengeance of his 
Fate. | | | 
Begin my Muſe, Sicilian Muſe deplore, 
In mournful Strains, ſweet Bion who's no more. 
No End of Grief, no End of Woe, I find, 


Since thou art gone, and left me here behind. 


Could I, like Orpheus, or Ulyſſes, go, 


Or like Alcides, to the Shades below; 

Td mind th' Amazement of th' infernal Ghoſts, 

Hear how you charm the Ruler of thoſe Coaſts. | 

Doubt not your Skill, doubt not your Art, dear 
Swain, | 

Play to the Virgin in the Dorick Strain ; 

For ſhe e erwhile upon Sicilian Strands, 

Delighted there to ſport, and chant thoſe Strains ; 

Before a Rape ſhe ſufter'd by grim Plato's Hands. 


With Muſick Orpheus charm'd the Elizium Queen, 


By Muſick got Euridice again. 


Doubt 
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IDyYLLIUM IV. 


MEG ARA and ALCME NAI 
Mother and Wife of HxRculLxks. Pe 


The ARGUMENT. Too 


Hercules, once at Thebes, aſfiſted Creon, Prince 
thereof, and drove away his Enemies, who unjuſtl J 
impoſed a Tribute upon him; for which Creon gave 
him Megara, his Daughter, to Wife, by whom Her. 
eules had ſeveral Children; but being flruck with 
Madneſs by Juno, be murdered them, imagining the 
were Enemies» He recovering his Senſes, in Al N 
horrence to what he had done, abſtained from allffgy 
Company; but he could not be long concealed, for hel, 
was called away to a new Adventure; which, with| Þ 

the Thoughts of her Children, is the Cauſe of Me- And 

garas Complaint. There are two Parts in tit - 

Poem; the firſt coitains Megara's Speech to AlcÞ 

mena ; the ſecond Alcmena's Anſwer. 
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1 
ax, hapleſs Queen, from whence your Sorrows | 
| flow, | 
: a il 
And what the fatal Cauſe of all this Woe? 1 


1 hy ſigh you thus, why thus perſiſt ro moan, 

ill from your Checks the bluſhing Ruby's gone? b 
6 ay if Alcides Toils theſe Tears demand, 4 
or what he ſuffers from a worthleſs Hand? 
oo plain, alaſs! J ſee our Griefs are one; 
for a Husband mourn, you for a Son. 

And can impartial Heav'n regardleſs ſee, 4 


; 
A Fawn command, a Lion to obey ? | 


Why was I born, deſtin'd to ſuch a Fate? 
How could I thus ye Gods incur your Hate? 
Are theſe the Joys the Nuptial Ties afford? 


- - — 
$a 0 


And ſuch the Merits of my virtuous Lord? 

Whoſe honour'd Name e'er ſince the bridal Night, | 
as been, and is, to me, dear as the Light ; 

Of Strength, of Valour, he'as the greateſt Share; 
AY, b ut both are equall'd with Exceſs of Care. 
: | In 
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In an ill Hour Apollo gave the Bow, 
Supply'd with Shafts by ſome dire Fiend below; 


He made them all the Inſtruments of Death, 
And them imploy'd againſt his Childrens Breath ; 
Theſe Eyes beheld when the curs'd Bow he bent, 
And Life he gave, to Erebus he ſent ; 

Blood, Slaughter, Death, were all his Mind coul 


move, 


Whilſt oft in vain the Babes invok d my Aid, 


Inevitable Fate hung o'er my Head ; 
Had I ſtep'd in to fave the Infants Breath, : 
What had enſued but an immediate Death? 


Juſt as the Dam ſits brooding o'er her Young, 


The cruel Serpent, with his ſpeckled Breaſt, 
Creeps up the Hedge, and gets into the Neſt; 
The pious Dam, quite void of all Relief, 

By Squeeks, and Flutterings, ſets forth her Grief;F 
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| (Life is a Sweet to all ; ) Should ſhe go near, 

Buy the dire Monſter with her Young ſhe'd ſhare. | 

: $6, hapleſs T was for my Babes in pain, 
ch; | Rav'd round the Houſe, and mourn'd, but mourn'd 
| in vain. 
And could Diana thus ſuryey my Grief, 
| Nor ſpare one Dart to give a Wretch Relief: 
Oh! had I with my tender Infants went, 
| Down to the Shades, by a kind Arrow ſent; 


Then had our Friends the Fun'ral Pile compos'd, 


And in one golden Urn our Bones inclos d; 


And bury'd in our Native Place the Dead; J 
To us as one theſe Obſequies they'd paid ; 
, Now they're at Thebes, where gallant Steeds ate 


ong; breed; 
And there Aonia's fertile Glebe they plow; 
13 Whilſt Tm at rigid Juno Tirynth now, 
Lab' ring with Woe beneath a grievous Mind, 
Grief; Nor any Reſpite to my Sorrows find, 
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Oh! cruel Fate, that could ſo ſoon remove, 
From my Embraces th' only Man I love : 
Many his Labours are, by Land, and Sea; 

'And where commanded, there he's forc'd to be. 
Well he's a Breaſt that can unſhock'd withſtand, 
All Fate can ſend, or Juno can command; 

But tender you like Water melt away ; 

Witneſs your Grief, Night, and revolving Day! 
| Unhappy I have no Relation near, 

To eaſe my drooping Soul o ercharg'd with Care; 
Ar Eaſe in gilded Palaces they be, 

Beyond the piny Iſihmus, far from me. 


To comfort me, oppreſs d with Woe, there's none; 


Pyrrha excepted, ſhe's the only one, 

Loaded with Grief for 7phiclus your Son. 
Certain no one that felt the teeming Throws, 
Children produc'd, and born to Pains like thoſe ; 
Both to a God, and to a mortal Man. 


She ſpoke, and down the pearly Currents ran, 


Soon 
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Soon as her Babes, and Friends, afflict her Soul, 
The Chryſtal Tears down her fair Boſom rowl, 
N Alemena, ſighing ſrom her anxious Breaſt, 


In prudent Accents thus her Griefs expreſs'd. 


Princeſs, unhappy in your Childrens Fate, 
| Why will you theſe unwelcome Tales relate? 

J Why thus purſue the mournful Theme of Woe 2 | 
Of which, too much, we both already know. 


| Fen Time itſelf can't wear out Griefs away, 


| Afreſh they riſe with ev'ry new-born Day. 
Who can without Regtet our Sorrows ſhow, 
Relentleſs he muſt take Delight in Woe, 


Suſpend your Grief, your drooping Spirits free; 


ws. 


Not this we ſuffer by great Jove's Dectee. 
Thy ſwelling Boſom heavos with Pains-I know; 
And Juſtice bids me ſympathize with you. 


Dread Proſerpine, and Ceres, Witneſs be 
(Both great Avengers of our Perjury,) 
Of the indulgent Love I bear to thee ! 
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Whilſt I more griev'd than Niobe appear? 
Now for a. Son, involyvd in Woes, I moan, 


Who's in Purſuit of freſh Atchievements gone; 


Who, after a long ten Months Labour bore, 
Had almoſt. ſent me to the Stygzax Shore; 


Thro' ſuch dire Throws and horrid Pangs Iran, 


Certain Preſages of che future Man! 


Who wand' ring now, far from his Native Shore, 


Is gone, perhaps I ne er ſhall ſee him more. 
As ſooth d I lately lay in balmy Reſt, 
This dreadful Viſion ſeiz d my fearful Breaſt. 


On one Side of a Field my Eyes ſurvey'd 
My Son Alcides, with a pond'rous Spade; 
Juſt like a Peaſant on a Farmer's Ground, 
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To guard the Vines from Harm he rais d a Mound ; we 


| Juſt as he'd done, and had the Fences made, 
He in a Furrow fix d his pond'rous Spade. 


Then 


And 1 


As 


F | 
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und; 


As 


s lie prepar'd to put his Garments on, 
\ raging Flame out of the Buſhes ſhone : 
is ſwiftly from the thteat'ning Fire he fled, 


The gloomy Pillows rowl'd around his Head; 


iS Spade's his Shield, and as he backward gocs, 


is Spade lie ſhakes, and does the Flames oppoſe, 
thought the valiant 7phiclus I 'ſpy'd, 


aſtily running to his Brother's Side; 

But e er to his Aſſiſtance he'd arriv'd, 

Dn th'Earth he ſunk, like one of Youth deptiv'd j 
And there muſt lie; like one with Age decay'd, 
Unleſs his hoary Hairs procute him Aid. 


As he to help the great Alcides run, 
do fell the warlike 7phiclus, my Son. " 


To fee my Sons void of Aſſiſtance laid, 
wept, fill from my Eyes ſoft Slumber fled ; 

Then ſoon fhe Eaſtetn Motn began to riſe, 

ind with her Saff ron Rays to gild the Skies. 
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Such dreadful Viſions have perplex'd my Mind; 
But may Furyſtheus all the Dangers find. 

May my prophetick Soul the Truth foretel, 

And may not Fortune contradict my Will. 
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IDYLLIUM V. 


HEN cer I ſec, curl'd by the gentle 
Wind, 


he azure Main, Fear ſtrikes my tim'rous Mind ; 


My Muſe no longer can my Thoughts improve, 
A ſure and calm Retreat the Muſes love. 

Pur when J hear the boiſt rous Billows roar, 
Dach, and rebound againſt the crooked Shore ; 
turn to Land, and fly the reſtleſs Seas, 

ook on the Fields, gaze on the verdant Trees, 
The lovelieſt Objects which invite to Eaſe. 

date is the Land, where Boughs a Shelter form, 
To ſave me from the Terrors of the Storm. 

o make a Shade the am rous Branches tine; 
here are the whiſtling Gales, and ſinging Pine. 
wretched Liſe ſure muſt the Drudgers be, 
"Prhoſe Ship's his Houſe, whoſe Labour's in the 5ea- 
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Give me a Sleep bencath a ſpreading Shade, 


Which glads the Swain, and never makes afraid. 
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J for a neighb ring echo was on Fire, 
T She for a Satyr, Lyda's his Deſire. 
uſt as the God receiv d the fiery Dart, 

5 the for the Satyr hugg'd the pleaſing Smart; 
hile Lyda reigns triumphant in his Heart, 
ach one the Rivals equally deſpiſe, LO 
While they're as hateful to the Lovers Eyes. 
hus cruel Love, a ſportive Tyrant reigns, 
lays with our Wounds, and glories i in our Pains. 
ou who ne'er felt the Force of killing Eyes, 

| earn by Example to be timely wiſe ; 

X or raſhly throw away your Hearts in vain, 
ove where you're likely to be loy'd again. 
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IDTLLIUM VII. 
AIL Golden Lamp of the fair Queen of 


H Love, 8 


J. per the brighteſt of the Stars above; 3 1 


As Phebe's Luſtre, does your Rays ourſhine, 
Other No@uuraal Lights muſt yield to thine. 
T he Moon gone down ; conduct me o'er the Plaink 


Safe to the Cottage of a Shepherd; Swain. 


And 


No bad e chis my Journey ORs 


Fai F3 


Hai much loy d Sew, and) y our Alliſtanee lend; Ane 
Lovers in ey ry! Place ſhould find a Friend, py 
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IDyYLLIiUM VIII. 


en Ol 


| 4 Lpheus, P iſa paſt, directs his Courſe 


To Arethuſe, with an impetuous Force; 
Bearing freſh Flow'rs, and many verdant Leaves, 
As precious Gifts to Arethuſa's Waves: 

Firſt here, then there, he flows, a thouſand Ways, 
PlainkAnd unperceiv d he glides beneath the Seas. 
Pleas'd with the Fancy, ſportive Cupid joys, 
hus to perplex the ling'ring am'rous Boys ; 

1 uſt ſo the God delights to make us rove, 


d; And ſwim the winding Labyrinth of Love. 
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| q Wanton Love aſide his Quiver laid, 


And when he'd yok'd the lab'ring Oxens' Head, 


He drove, and then begun to ſlow : 


A Budget took, and went to plow ; 


Stopping a while, he caſt his Eyes around, 

He look'd, at laſt ro Jove he ſpoke; © 
| Let me not plow in vain, but heat the Ground, 
Or elſe Europa's Bull III yoke, 


NG In 


1. UPON 


r 


| 
| 


HE Poet, by feigning Venus crying 
her fugirive Love, takes an Occa- 
ſion herein to give the Deſcription 
of Love. This Piece may very pro- 
perly be called a ſpeaking Picture; 
and Propertius, without doubt, hint- 
ed at this Poem, where he ſays, 
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QQuicunque alle fuit puerum qui pinxit Amorem, 
Nonne putas miras hunc habuijſe mans ? 


Whoe'er he was, the youthful Cupid drew, 
Had be not wand rous Hands that painted ſo 2 


I can- 
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689 NOTES. 


I cannot help taking Notice of a Poem of Ma. tert 
rino's, in anſwer to the fugitive Love of Moſchus: thot 
I believe they who ſee one, will be very well plea- his 
ſed: to read the other; I therefore inſert it, as thus 
Engliſh'd by an eminent Hand, 4 


Venus, I hear the other Day b 
Thy Son ſtole from thy Lap away; 
And that a Kiſs thou offer ft thoſe, 
Who will the Fugitive diſcloſe. =” 
Fair Goddeſs, grieve no more, he lies | 
Cloſe lurking in my Miſtreſs Eyes: 
Give now the Kiſs thou promis d me, | 

Or let her do t, Il parden thee, | 8 


2 
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S Ovid derives molt of his Metamorphoſes from 
ancient Stories, it is, and not unjuſtly, to 
lt be ſuppoſed, he took his Rape of Europa from this 
j of Moſchus. Ot this Story Sir Samuel Garth, in his| 
Preface to Ovid s Metamorphoſes, ſays thus: © Hi 
lf * ſtory ſays, She was Daughcer to Agenor, and car- T 
i e ried by the Candians in a Galley, bearing a Bull 
ii * in the Stern, in order to be marricd to one off 
l * their Kings named Jupiter, | i 
| Be the 1 ruth thereof as it will, the Moral plain-F 8 
| 
| 


* 
4 
4 
BD 


ly ſhews, how we ſubject and debaſe our ſelves forf 
Love; and, on the other Side, how cautious wel 
ought to be in truſting to outward Appearance, | 


More than half gone the Night, and Morn drew nigh I. 

Dreams which came, Nox as 076 FF 13 
& 
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Ma- ter the third Part of the Night was over, were always 
bag: thought Divine; to which Notion our Drydey, in 
his Don Sebaſtian, has a fine Alluſion. 


It may le ſo; it looks ſo like the Dream, 

That overtook me at my waking Hour 

* This Morn; and Dreams they ſay are then Divine, 
: When all the balmy Vapours are exhal d. 


Aſia, and that oppos d to Aſia's Land. 
Europe, which had not then reccived its Name, 
but afterwards ſo called from Europa. 


| On Lybia was the Gift beſtow d, &c. 
So Virgil: ä | 


— Hic Regina gravem gemmis auroque popoſcit, _ 
' Implevitque mero Pateram; quam Belus, & omnes 
A Belo /olitz, 


* A Golden Bowl, that ſhon? with Gems Divine, 

- hits ' The Queen commanded to be croun d with Mine; 8 
n his 7% Bowl that Belus us d, and all the Tyrian Line. 
py Dryden. 


carl There Inachus his To food in Gold. 
Bull The Metamorphoſis of Jo, ſce in Ovid. Metam. 
ne of * . 

He's now a Bull, e er while no leſs than Jove. 


Plain So Ovid 


s forſ . 7 ; 
1 Sceptri gravitate reli, 
| Jlle Pater Rectorque Deum, cui Dextra triſulcis 


Inibus armata eſt, qui nutu concutit Orbem, 

 nighly Induitur faciem Tauri, miftuſque, juvencis 

Era Mugit, & in teneris formoſus obambulat herbis. 
afteſ The 


Fhenc 


The Ruler of tbe Skies, the thund"ring God, | wir 


' Who ſhakes the World's Foundations with a Nod, 
Among a Herd of lowing Hetfers ran, | 
Frist d in a Bull, and bellow'd ver the Plain. | 

N Addiſon. . 


His Horns were equal, like the $ ilver Moon . 7 
Ovid, in his Deſcription of the Bull, deviates ve-· He 
ty much from our Authof; but no leſs a Poet andWaug 
Philoſopher, than Horace, has imitated, nay almoſt] 
tranſlated, this very Paſlage. * 1 


my 
Fronte Curvatos imitatus ignes, . 
Tertium Lung. referentis ortum, | | ird, 
Qua notam duxit niveus vidert, 1885 
Cetera fulvas. 
uus d to puſh, he now doth wiſely run, N 
And as the third Days riſing Moon, | B 
So bend his tender Horns ;. DR 
All over red, but where alone, | er 
A Milky Spot is Front adorns. Creech: bf aj 
| yhic 
Earthſhaking Neptune. ur 


By tlie Ancients he is often call'd Exogſ e, thatÞ Tl 
is Earthſhaker; ſuppoſing he ſhakes it with his Tri-ucl 
dent; for the Ancients thought the Sea, by ſomeſhis 
ſubterraneous Paſſages, ſhook the adjacent Shores ;Þbdic 
for which Reaſon they thought him the God that} 
caus d Inundations and Earthquakes. \ & 


Looſen d her Zone. hey 

The Virgin Girdle ſo call'd, which the Bridegtoomby t 

always looſen'd before they went to Bed; fromPferc 
whence 
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ghence to unlooſe the Zone, came to ſignify to 


f &virginare ; as, ſpeaking of Leander and Hero. 
O Havlna Avoaro Heu Muſæus. 
du. Hler Zone be ſoon unloosd. 


0 Th Attendant Horæ th happy Bed provide. 
q vel! Hora, Attendants upon Venus; three Siſters, 
and Daughters of Jupiter and Themis. 


moſt ; A Mother ſhe 

' Fulfill d with mighty Monarchs Jove s Decree. - 
Minos, and Rhadamanthus ; to whom ſome add a 
hird, Sarpedon. 


"7 . 4 n * 2 4 * 2 
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Believe none of our Moderns would frown, 
ſhould I call this the moſt beautiful that was 
Freer wrote of its Kind; but if any is equal to it, 
cli: pf all I ever ſaw, it is Mr. Congreve's Paſtora; in 
rhich Poem he has ſome very fine Imitations of 
zur Author. 
that] There is throughout this Elegy a peculiar Beauty, 
3 Tri-Mmuch to be admird; 2. e. the pure Reſemblance 
ſomeſhis Poem has to Bions Way of Writing; and fo 
ores qudiciouſly adapted to the prefent Occaſion, 


| may Te Dorick Streams deplore. 
So call'd from Doris, a Country in Greece, where 
hey ſpoke the Dorick Dialect; a Dialect much us'd 
;roomPpy the Shepherds; for which Reaſons Paſtorals 


fromfere commonly wrote in it. | 
hence Now 


| 


64 NorEs. 


© _ Now Hyacinth 7 your own Plaints bemoan. | 
HFyacinthus was a beautiful Boy belov d by Apoll 


with whom he often play'd at Quoits; once Apo. > 
threw a Quoit, and unfortunately pierc'd the Boy" 
Forchead therewith; for which, in Compaſſion, Mas 
turn'd him to, a Flower of his own Name; in whid pf ( 

is inſcrib'd, ai, ai. © See Ovid's Met. B. 1 

LIN TD 55 EET Ai, at, | 
Flos habet inſcriptum, funeſtaque Litera ducta eſt. 1 

And to this Hour the mournful Purple wears, 5 - 
Ai, ai, inſcrib'd in funeral Characters. + Ox rig 
Sicilian Muſe deplore. iba 
RNuæus, in his Commentaries upon Virgil, fayr,,, 
unc Fontem invocat Siculum, ut ante Sicelides Meir 
fas, ob Theocritum Siculum Poetam, Bucolicornpy, 
Principem He invokes this Sici/zan Fountain, | ofo 
before the Sicilian Muſes, becauſe of Theocritul 
Poet of Sicily, Chief of the Bucolict Writers. 1 
Tell the ſad News to Arethuſa's Floods. %o 
Arethuſa is a River of Sicily ; and, as Stories g * 

ſhe was a Nymph belov'd by the River A4/phes 
whom Diana turn'd into a Fountain as ſhe was fiſh T 


ing from him; ſhe alfo fled from him, under the ScÞyho! 
into Ortygia; Alpheus with the ſame Violence pul 


ſued her, and at laſt mixt with her Waves. v4 1 
en 

As you in Strymon ſail. 
A River parting Macedon from Thrace. The Re, 4 
ſon of his mentioning this River is, becauſe of 0 hi, 


pheus, who was born in Thrace. 


g " 1, To the OEigrian Nymphs. 
7 J Nymphs inbabiting the River Hebrus; into this 
85 Niver Orpheus Head was caſt; for which Reaſon it 
Fan 0 as call d OREägrius, after the Name of the Father 
hie pf Orpheus. - A | 
B. 1 Biſtonis. AL ake in Thrace. 
as 3 eating Ewes their Udders fill no more. 
7 e 


| 80 N irgil. 
"yy Non ulli paſtos illis egere diebus 


rigida, Daphni, boves ad flumina; nulla neq; amnem 
Libavit quadrupes, nec graminis attigit herbam. 


„ tay: 
es A 
[icor 


Then, Daphnis, then no'mournful Herdſman on 
Drive his parch'd Oxen to the cooling Flood; 
The Herds themſelves, thoſe melancholy Days, 


175 Refus'd to taſte the Springs, refus d to graze. 

8. Not half ſo much poor Philomela griev d, &c. 
The Story of Philomela and Tereus; of Alcyone and 

ies * ſee in Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 

[pheu . The Birds which from the Pile, &c. 


vas f The Birds call'd Memnonides, from Memnon, from 
he ScFyhoſe Pile they ſprung. 
ce put 


Prapetibus ſubitis nomen facit auctor ab ills 
Memnonides dictæ. Ovid. 


je Rel 4nd from the Pile a ſudden Flock there came, 
of Of hich from their Author Memnon took their Name: 


F | T1 td - 


all Sides remote from the Sea; every where mou 
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1 to th' Arcadian God thy Pipe will bear. | 
Arcadia is an inland Country of Peloponneſus, o 


66 


Fo 
raneaus; the fitter therefore for Paſtorage than Agriſ® 2 
culture. There Pax, with ſingular Adoration, i 


honour'd as the God of Shepherds. 


Poor Galatea mourns the abſent Swain. 
This alludes to a Poem of Bions, of which v 
have only the following Lines remaining, 


Ill to the Shore, there to the Deep I'll turn, 
To cruel Galatea make my mourn ; | 
There on the Sands I'll marmur out my Prayr, | Ce 


And try if I can move th obdurate Fair. as | 
With Hope, ſweet Hope, Il mitigate my Pains; Tj, 
Nor ever ceaſe to hope while Life remains. Ht 


Not ſuch as Polypheme's harſh Skreekings were. ate 
Polypheme, a huge Monſter with one Eye, in Lov" 
with Galatea. See Ovid's Metam. B. 13. 


More of the Cyprian Goddeſs Love you have, 
Than the laſt Kiſs that ſweet Adonis gave. 


An Alluſion to what Venus ſays, in her Lament} 
tion for Adonis. 


And take this Kiſs, this parting Kiſs from me. | rch 
Meles, the firſt in Fame, 105 


That gave the Bard his Birth, and gave his Name. 
On the Bank of Mele; (according to our Poet 


Homer was born; for which Reaſon he was call: 
Meliſegenes. 


Th 
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This largely drank of Arethuſa's Stream, 

The other of the Rills of Hippocrene. 
For Arethuſa, ſee Notes 3d od. 4th. Hippocrene 
sa Fountain of Helicon. The Reaſon for diſtin- 
iſhing which theſe Poets drank of, is this. Hip- 
pcrene being a Fountain of ſuperior Note to Arethu- 
a, Homer, who ſung in loftier Strains than Bion, is 
aid to have drank thereof, 


| 7h Aſcrzan Bard. Heſſod, ſo called from Aſcra, 
| Town in Bæotia, near Helicon, his Birth-place. 


| 


29, 01 
mou 
1 Apri 
on, | 


ich v 


Ceos 0 more laments its Poet dead. 
| Ceos, an Iſle in the OEgean Sea, where Simonzdes 
yas born. 


The loathſome Croakings of the Toad ue er ceaſe. 
Here he reflects upon the Partiality of Fate, in 
natching ſo ſweet a Bard away, who never could 
turn. Some think he alludes to meaner Poets. 


_—_— 


—— 
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f OR what he ſuffers from a worthleſs Hand. 


Meaning Euryſtheus. The Story is this. Juno 
jad by Subtlety obtained of Jupiter, that whereas 
frchippe, Wife to Sthenelus, King of Mycene, was 
ich Child at the fame Time with Alcmena, the 
hild who was born firft ſhould have Command 
ver the other; ſhe therefore cauſed Archippe to be 
eliver'd at ſeven Months end; ſo Euryſiheus had 
ower to impoſe what Labours he pleas'd upon 


ercules, in order to deſtroy him. 
Th F 2 Now 


ME. 
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Now they're at Thebes, where gallant Steeds are bred 
Ir is very common among the Ancients to uſe 
ſuch Epithets, as may give ſome Inſight into the] 
Produce of the Country they mention, as after. 
wards the piny Iſthmus. The latter Part of the fe. 
cond Book of Homer's Ilias abounds with them. 


Pyrrha excepted, ſhe's the only one, 
Loaded with Grief for Iphiclus your Son. ifer 
Pyrrha was the Wife of Iphiclus, who was the Son 
of Amphytrion and Alemena, born at the ſame Birth] — 
with 7Zercules, who was the Son of Fove. 


After a long ten Months Labour bore, &c. 
By the dreadtul Pangs of Childbirth, ſhe ſeems 
to be able to preſage the furure Man. 


So Virgil. | 
Matri longa decem tulerint faſtidia menſes. 


The nauſeous Qualms of ten long Months ſhe bore. 


Bur what ſeems to be the greater Wonder here, 
is the going a Month longer than uſual ; for which 
Reaſon Theocritus calls Hercules, AczapluO-, which 
ſignifies ten Moons. | 


The Dream of Alcmena at the latter End of this 

Poem, ſeems to be a Prognoſtication of the Death 
of Hercules. The ancient Greets plac'd a great 
Confidence in Dreams, as this, in a great Manner 
is an Inſtance. 
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bred. 
> uſe 
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ter. 
1e ſe- Þ 
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The Planet of Venus; in the Evening call'd He, 
eras, and Veſper; in the Morning, Phoſphorus, Lu- 
cifer, and Venus. 

e Son h 
Birth! — 


IDILLYUM VII. 


ſeem EE for Alpbeus and Arethuſe, Note the 4th of 
Idyllium III. Piſa is a City of Elis, in Pelo- 
nne ſus, by the Walls of which City the River A“. 


eus runs. 


re. 
here, E PI GR A M. 
which a 


which A F TER the reading the ſecond Tdyllium, the 
Turn of this Epigram will be very plain. 


f this 
Death 
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?  IDvLLIUM I. 
Upon the Death of Adonis. 


A n Mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
0 he fair Adonis dead the Cupids 


_W/ 


moan. 
Sleeping no more in purple Robcs 
be ſeen, 
gut riſe, and beat your Breaſts fair Cyprian Qucen; 
roclaim abroad the fair Adonis dead, 
He's dead, and all that's lovely wich him fled, 


1 mourn 


——ñ— . — 
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I mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone ; a - 
The fair Adonis dead the Cupids moax. WI 


Upon the Mountain lies the beaureous Youth; Ih 
Slain by an Iv'ry, but a Savage Tooth. He 
White was his Thigh, white as the falling Snow, Do 
Nor whiter was the Tusk that gave the Blow. Wii 
Panting he lies, and near him Beauty's Queen, IGri 
Stands weeping by; a lovely mournful Scene! 

Round his white Skin behold the Crimſon flow ; 
His once bright Eyes languiſh beneath the Brow 


vol 


0 


0 18 


His Checks no more the bloomy Colour ſhow: Mer 


Me 
Anc 


The Ruby from his charming Lips is fled, 
Them ſtill ſhe loves, altho* Adonis dead; 


But yet, alas, Adonis not perceives he 


The melting Kiſſes which fair Venus gives. Stai 
I mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
The fair Adonis dead the Cupids moan. YN 


Deep went the Tusk that caus'd the killing Smart; [Wit 


Noy 


Eacl 
Thi 


But deeper far it went in Venus Heart. 
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The yelling Hounds; around their Maſter, tell 
What Grief for their departed Lord they feel. 
The Nymphs bemoan ; and with deſhevel'd Hair, 
Her Treſſes looſe thrown to the ruffling Air, 
ow, [Doleful, barefooted, the fair Queen of Love 
With ſad Complaints fills ev'ry Wood and Grove 
1, rief bears her thence thro' uncouth Ways, and 


! Plains, 


W ; Wand ſtill Adonis dead augments her Pains ; 
As thus ſhe thro' Exceſs of Woe is led, 
Her ſacred Blood the cruel Brambles ſhed. 


Mean while extended on the Turf he lies, 


OW , 
V: 


And purple Streams flow round his IV ry Thighs ; 
Vhoſe Skin once whiter than the falling Snow, 
Stain'd with the Crimſon Blood, no longer's ſo. 


Ah! Venus, Ah! the Cupids all bemoan, 
mart, With thee, the fair Adonis dead and gone. 
Now the fair Youth, the beauteous Boy, is dead, 


Each charming Grace is from fair Venus fled; 
TM 


Whilſt 


g— — — ͥ —— 
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Whilſt him the Fates preſerv'd, and Life remain d, 
Ten thouſand Charms fair Venus Face contain d; | < 
But ſince the lovely Youth is dead and gone, 
Her daz ling Beauties from her Face are flow n: 
The Hills, the Groves, and ſacred Oaks, complain, 
For ſweet Adonis on the Mountain ſlain; 
The purling Streams in murm'ring Plaints bemoan, 
With Venus, dear Adonis dead and gone. 

Fach Herb for Grief puts on a deeper Green gil 
The Goddeſs moſt of all forlorn is ſeen. 
Each Grove, and Mountain, with her Grief 

abounds, 

Adonis dead] ſhe cries thro eviry Town; | | 
Adonis dead! fad Echo then reſounds. } 
Who can behold the beauteous Goddeſs moan, 
And not relenting lend a gentle Groan? 
Soon as the Fair perceivd the grievous Wound, 
Thar in her fair Adonis Thigh was found; 
Soon as the Queen the Crimſon Stream ſurvey'd, 


With Hands expanded, ſhe lamenting faid. 


Stay 
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Stay, my Adonis, ſtay, my charming Boy, 

ty That 1 may take my laſt Farewel, my Joy! 
Let us embrace beſore your Soul does fly, 

ain, And take this Kiſs, this parting Kiſs from me; 
Iii Life is fled III join my Lips to thine, 

an, And ſuck thy fleeting Soul, ſweet Vouth, to mine. 
your laſt Gaſp will catch, and ſince you fly, 
No one ſhall take this parting Kiſs from me. 
You to the ſilent Shades, where Spectres dwell, 

Adonis go, to the grim King of Hell. 

| Ah! wretched I my beauteous Loſs ſurvive, 

| | And muſt a Goddeſs thus for ever live? 

Eternity affords no End to Woe, 

Nor can I to my dear Adonis go. 


Why was J born a Goddeſs, thus to live 


g, A Life immortal, and for ever grieve? 
Take, Proſerpine, my Love, take the dear Boy, 
d, Take him, relentleſs Goddeſs, him enjoy; 


Stay | Your 
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Your Pow'r is great, nothing on Earth can be, bd 
Sooner, or later, but devolves to thee. Roſes 
Unhappy I, Goddeſs tis you I fear, 17 
Tis you I envy for my lovely Dear. Th, 
Thou'rt dead, alas, thou'rt dead, my charming Boy, BCeaſe 
Love, as a Dream, to me's a fleeting Joy ; 1 
Our Pleaſure's paſs d, ne er to return again; In We 
Alone thou'ſt left thy Venus to complain. No lo 
The Cupids all have thrown their Arrows by, Tho? | 


Their Shafts, and Quivers, now neglected lye. Take 
Wich thee the Cefus dy'd; I've Charms no more. FConſe 
Why would you hunt raſh Youth the foaming Boar? FGarla 


So Venus griev'd ; the Loves with her deplore With 
The charming ſweet Adonis, now no more. Upon 
Venus, alas, dead is the lovely Boy ; | Odou 
Nought now remains but Thought of former Joy. ] Since 
As many Tears the beauteous Goddeſs ſhed, 

As Drops of Blood the fair Adonis bled ; | Upc 
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From both the Tears, and Blood, new Flows ariſe, 


Roſes from this, from thoſe Anemonies. 
| | T mourn Adonis, fair Adonis gone; 
The fair Adonis dead the Cupids moan. 

, BCcaſe your Complaints, and dry your Tears, fair 

Queen; 

In Woods, and Groves, weeping no more be ſeen. 
No longer mourn for lov'd Adonis ſlain; 
Tho' dead, ſome Beauties in his Face remain; 
Take him and lay him on the Bed of State, 


Conſcious of all thoſe Joys you had of late; 


ar? Carlands and Flow'rs upon his Body ſtrow; 


Their Grief with drooping Heads the Lillies ſhow. 
Wich precious Ointments bathe his Body o'er, 

Upon his comely Limbs ſweer Odours pour; 

Odours, and Ointments, now are worthleſs grow'n, 


'. PPince ſweer Adonis, her Delight is gone. 


Upon the Bed of State Adonis lies, 
And mournful Capids him ſurround with Cries; 


rom Their 
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Their Grief by different Ways the Cup/ds ſhow ; But 
One clips his Hair, another breaks his Bow ; - To 
This pulls the bloody Sandals from his Feet; Ce: 
Others freſh Water from the Fountain get; Wh 


Some bathe his Wound with Water from the Springs; 
That fans his Body with refreſhing Wings. 
Thus the kind Loves the ſacred Loſs bemoan, 
The charming ſweet Adonis dead and gone. 
And Zymen too does the fair Loſs deplore; 
His nuptial Songs are ccas'd, and heard no more; 
To this converted; Ah! Adonis dead! 

He's dead, and all that's charming with him fled. 
His nuptial Lights ro Fun'ral Tapers turn; 

And all his wither'd Marriage-Garlands burn. 

The Graces too Cinyrades deplore, 

Crying among themſelves he's now no more; 

Sadly they weep, as if they fain would know, 
Whether fair Dion can weep more, or no. 

The fatal Three with Cytherea gricve, 


And try with Songs Adonis to retrieve; 
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But all in vain, Songs no Effect can have, 
To bring the fair Adonis from the Grave. 
Ceaſe, Ot herea, ceaſe, from Tears refrain; 


When next Var comes, Venus muſt weep again. 
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ſtrait 
IDYLLIUM Ill. old h: 
yd hi 


A Youthful Swain, juſt taught ro draw the 1 of 


Bow, 


miling 
To gain Experience muſt a Fowling go; 8 


Thirſty for Prey, he hurry d to the Grove, 


There on the Boughs he ſaw a wanton Love; 3 
Rejoic d he ſtopt, among the Leaves he gaz d, 5 
To ſee a Bird ſo large the Youth's amaz d; 5 = 
A Shaft he drew, begun his Bow to bend; | 
quick 


Bur ſee what Croſſes all our Hopes attend! 

The ſportive Love, to carry on the Jeſt, 

Neſtled about, at laſt ſat down to reſt; 

He draws, the Cupid let him take his Aim; 

He then in Thought, almoſt poſſeſs d the Game; 

To rile the Youth, himſelf divert with Play, 

The Wanton ſtarts, and skips from Spray to 0 

And baulks the Youngſter of his hop'd-for prey. 
The 


he 
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Youth enrag' d, away his Arrows threw, 
ſtraitway to the Swain, his Teacher, flew ; 
told him all, then brought him to the Grove, 
yd him the Boughs, and pointed to the Love. 
as the aged Swain the Cupid ſpy'd, 
iling ſhak'd his Head, at laſt he ſaid : 


raſe your Purſuit, and here no longer ſtay ; 


| happy you, depriv'd of ſuch a Prey, 
d you approach him near, altho he fled, 


quickly you aſſault, and neſtle on your Head, 


dne, for tis an evil Beaſt you ſee; 5 
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LDYLLIUM III. 


Tie Dream. 

N downy Sleep I lay, when to my Sight, 
1 Appear'd the pow rful Goddeſs of Delight 
In her fair Hand an Infant Love ſhe led, 
And as he walk'd to Earth, he bow'd his He: * 
The Goddeſs ſpoke, and thus ſhe ſaid: Dear 


Go teach this Boy to ſing a rural Strain. 


She ſpoke, and fled ; I, like a Fool, ſung 
The ruſtick Lays I us'd to ſing before. 
_ Deceitful he to Learning ſeem'd inclin'd, 
I raught him how Pan firſt the Syrinx join d; 
Minerva's Flute too did my Breaſt inſpire ; 
Mercury's Shell; and ſweet Apollo's Lyre. 
Bur wanton he begun to ſing of Love, 
Th' Amours of Mortals, and the Gods above = 
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Mother's Acts ſo movingly he ſung, 


ev'ry Word a dear Infection hung. 


id's J learn'd, but ſoon forgot my own. 
lit, 
light 


Heß 


ar 9 


(ung 


paſt ral Lays quick from my Breaſt were flown, 
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L 2 HE ſacred Nine not crucl Cupid fear, 
Eis Steps they follow, and the God reyeſ 


You who are Strangers to the Lover's Pain, 
Can claim no Place in the Poetic Train 


Your bold Attempts at Verſe are all in vain. 

But you who dread, yet hug, the killing Dart, 

And feel the Anguiſh of the pleaſing Smart; 

Whoſe ſofter Breaſts burn with a generous Fire 

All bleſt in Song, ſucceſsful ſtrike the Lyre. 

Certain Applauſe the Lover's Lays attends ; 

Love, and the Muſes, they were always Friend: 

Fain, in heroic Numbers, would I tell, 

One nobly conquer'd, and he greatly fell ; 

This I'd have rais'd to an immortal Fame; 

Bur no kind Muſe to my Aſſiſtance came. 

Then I begun with Lycidas, and Love; 

The Muſes ſmil'd, and all my Verſe approve. 
Ip! 


CVE 


10nd! 


Ip! 


Certain we all forget we're Mortals born; 
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1 Glory, whilſt T live, attends my Lays, 
Before the fatal Hour T merit Praiſe. 


If "ris my Fate to ſing, but ſing in vain, 


And no Applauſe rewards the Poet's Strain; | 
Why ſhould I ſtrive by Song to pleaſe again ? 
Tf "tis the Will of Jove, and ſuch our Fate, 


To change the preſent for a future State; 


If Heav'n is juſt to all our Pains below, 


An Age of Joy ſucceeds this World of Woe. 


But if the Pow'rs aſſign one Life to Man, 


To all, and that contracted to a Span; 


| Why all this Trouble, why our needleſs Cares, 


In this ſhort Journey of uncertain Years ? 


In Search of Wealth, Labour, and Arts, we try; 


There's no cluding Fate, we yet muſt die. 


| gone. 
The Thread's but drawn, wound up, and cut, we're 
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Cleodamus uA Myrſon. 


CLEODAMUS. 
Trſen, come tell, which, if you cou'd, you'd 
M bring, 
Summer, or Winter ; Autumn, or the Spring? 
Wou'd you ha't Summer 2 Then are all Things gay, 
Or Winter, Myr, when we leave Work by Day? 


And well you know, Swains, in the Summer-Heat, | 


Have wiſh'd for Time, that they a Nap might get. 


Or Autumn, Boy? Then for the mellow Pear! 


Spring wou d you ,chuſe, when all the Fields are fair 


Come tell me, Myrſon, which beſt pleaſes you? 


Far we have Time to chat a little now. 


MTRSON. 
We mortal Men ought not to judge of theſe ; 


They cvry one are good, and ought to pleaſe. 


But | 


But, 


te 


Becal 


Nor 


Nor 
Ther 


The 


Wher 


Wher 
But 


of BION. 


Pur, Cleodamus, ſince you urge me ſo, 


u ten; becauſe Tve a Ref pect for you. 
Becauſe tis hot, I don't with Sammer hold ; 
Nor with the Minter, then it is too cold; 
Nor yet with Autumn, that does Surfeits bring: 
There's nothing, Cleodamus, like the Spring; 
d The Weather then is pleaſing to the Swains, 
When ey'ry Thing is ſpringing on the Plains ; 
When nothing is unpleaſant in our Way ; | 


Y» [But pure refreſhing Cool, both Night and Day. 
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EDYbLULUM:-V-- 
Friendſhip. 


Hrice happy thoſe, who, with a mutual Flame; 


4. 
„ 
| 
/ * 


Thrice happy Theſeus, could undaunted po, 


Obſerve the Rev rence due to Friendſhip'$ 


Name ; 


With his Perithous, to the Realms below; 


Together both before the Monarch ſtand, 


Nor dread the Terrors of the dircful Land ; 
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Oreſtes, bleſt in ev'ry toilſome State, 
Shar'd with his Pylades one common Fate; 
Achilles, in the. midſt of Battel bleſt, | WH 
Whilſt he enjoy'd the Partner of his Breaſt, 5 
Found his Pat roclus, happy in his End; ; 
For when he fell himſelf, he ſav'd his Friend, 
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FRAGMENTS 
Upon Hyacinthus. 


Grief ſtopp'd his Voice, and in Exceſs of Pain, 


Efore the lovely Hacinthus dy d, 


No Art the mournful Bio left untry'd ; 


From Drugs he ſought Relief, but all in vain; 

Then he, when no Relicf from Drugs was found, 

With Nectar, and Ambroſia, bath'd the Wound. 

Nor Drugs, nor Ointments, could prolong his 
Breath, 


Nor Art avail. Such is the Pow'r of Death. 


— 


ILL to the Shore, there to the Deep III turn, 
To cruel Galatea make my Mourn; 
There on the Sands I'll murmur out my Pray'r, 
And try if I can move th' obdurate Fair. 
With 
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With Hope, ſweet Hope, T'll mitigate my Pains, 


Nor ever ceaſe to hope while Life remains. 


OR ev'ry Crack that in your Pipe is made, 
Ne'er fly directly to the Artiſt's Aid; 

Tis as unſeemly, Faith it is, dear Swain, 

To borrow of a Neighbour of the Plain; 

There's nothing like a Syrinx of your own, 


Make it your ſelf, for it is cas'ly done. 
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HEN Love invokes the Nine, the Muſe's 


Friend, 


On Love they're always ready to attend ; 

When with the Love of Verſe my Soul's on Fire? 
They give a Song, and anſwcr my Deſire ; 
When I their Gift, th' harmonious Song, rehearſe, 


No Balm is equal to the Sweets of Verſe. 


—_— - * 


ET not the Bard invoke the Muſe in vain; 
Phebus rewards the Poct's grateful Strain. 
Much 
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Much tis from whom the Preſent we receive, 


The Honour always adds to what they give. 


th. e 
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Y frequent Drops of Rain, as it is ſaid, 


The hardeſt Stone in Time is hollow made. 


— th. i 
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Hen firſt the Gods Beauty to Woman gave, 
They bad the Man that would excel, be 
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Donis, a Favourite off Venus, as he 
was hunting, was kHl'd by a Boar; 
whoſe Death, and Fexuss Gricf for 

him, is the Subject of this Poem. 
The Adonidia were the Feaſts of 
Adonis, Where Women only were 
preſent: They were kept two Days; the firſt in 
Celebration of their Loves; on the ſecond Day 
they ſolemnized his Funeral, and a Hymn was ſung 
to his Memory. See Theocritus, Idyllium 15, where 

f | he deſeribes the Manner of their Proceſſions 
| 
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o Morrow, e er the Dew forſakes the Graſs, 

| We'll bear him where the Waves foam round the 
| Shore, | 
Our Hair all looſe, our Coats let down before; 
Our Breaſts all bare; and as we march along, 
With mournful Voice begin the Fun ral Song. 


Creech. 
Ah ! Venus ! ah! 


At, ai, was the Cry of the Women at the Adoni- 
ia. So Ariſtophanes. 


„ turn d oN 
At, & l Fug. — — 


The Woman, dancing, cries, 
Ah! ah ! Adonis 


Take Proſerpine, my Love. 


Proſerpine, Queen of Hell, the Wife of Pluto, is 
often put for Death. 


Non omnes fallis, ſcit Proſerpina canum, 
Perſonam capiti detrahet illa tuo. Martial. 


Tho others you deceive, grim Death will know, 
When you ſhe ſummons to the Shades below. 


With thee the Ceſtus dy d. 


The Ceftus is the Girdle of Venus, which can 
rocure Love. 


Cinyrades. : 
Adonis, fo called from Cinyras, his Father. 


Dion. 
Venus, ſo called from her Mother. 
Men 
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When next Tear comes, Venus muſt weep again. 
Ovid, doubtleſs, had an Eye upon this Paſſage off 
our Poet, where he makes Venus promiſe annuz _ 

Rites to his Memory. 


(Go 


ac 


4 
7 

Luctus Monumenta manebunt 
Semper, Adoni, wei, repetitaque mortis imago. 7 
Annua plangoris peraget ſimulamina noſtri. 1 
7 


For thee, loſt Touth, my Tears, and reſtleſs Pain, 
Shall in immortal Monuments remain; | 
With ſolemn Pomp in annual Rites return'd, | 
Be thou for ever, my Adonis, mourn d. Eufucl} 1 
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His Idyllium has a near Reſemblance to A#/v "E. 
Way of Writing, and will bear a very mor: 
Reflection. The firſt Part is not unlike the Eur 
of Moſchus; but the Cataſtrophe of the Fable 
more to be regarded, for its Succeſs. We mi 
learn from hence what Dangers we often ſhun, b 
adviſing with our Superiors, before we attempt ar 

thing raſhly. 

| FIN 

IDYLLIUM III. Fu 

cury 


T taught him how Pan firſt the Syrinx join d. 
Þ4 N, enzmour'd with the Nymph Syrinx, pu 
ſued her till ſhe came to the River Lai 
where the Water-Nymphs relieved her from if 
| 
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God, by changing her into Reeds, of which Pan 


EY made his Syrzax ſo called after her Name. 


1. 


Aigue ita diſparibus calamis compagine ceræ 
Inter ſe junctis, nomen tenuiſſe puellæ. Ovid. 


Dnegqual in their Length, and wax d with Care, 
They ſtill retain the Name of his ungrateful Fair. 
Dryden. 


go. || He form d the Reeds, proportion d as they are, ? 


- 
% 


Minerva's Flute too did my Breaſt inſpire. 
Minerva is ſaid to have found our the Flute; but 
ſeeing in the Water how it ſwelled her Cheeks, ſhe 


threw it aſide, and never played any more. 


Mercury's Shell. 
Mercury is reported the Day he was born, to have 
found a Shell upon the Shore, with which he made 
a muſical Inſtrument. 


ſded 


Te canam —— ; | 
curvægue Lyræ parentem. Hor. 


Thee firſt, that taught th harmonious String 
Of th' Harp to ſpeak, my Muſe ſhall ſing. 


Apollo's Lyre. 
The Harp or Lyre found out by Apollo, is thought 
to be of another Kind, in Reſpect to that of Mer- 


cu,. 
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' FSDYLLIUM N. 
Fain in heroic Numbers would I tell, &c. 


oy Anacreon. 
I gs Res 


Kaye Wy nov ad)vs 


Strait I began with thund ring Jove ; 

And all th immortal Pow rs but Love. 1 
Love ſinil d, and from m enfeebled Tyre, ; 
Came gentle Airs, ſuch as inſpire | 
Melting Love, ſoft Deſire. b 
Farewel then Heroes, farewel Kings, N 


In mighty Numbers, mighty Things; 
Love tunes my Heart juſt to my Strings. 
| Cowley. 


* 
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IDYLLIUM V. 


The Thread's but drawn, wound up, and Cut, we're gone. ri 
(Loro, Atropos, and Lacheſis, the three Fates, 
are ſaid to have Man's Life in their Power; 


one draws the Thread, one winds it up, the other 
cuts it aſunder. KY. 
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IDYLLIUM VI. 


Have tranſlated this as ruſtically as I dare, be- 
- | cauſe I think there is more of the Clown in it, 
than in any of the reſt. 


* 
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oh / hrice happy Theſeus, could eodannied go, 
0 With his Perithous, to the Realms below. 


T Heſeus, and Perithous, made a Reſolution each 
to enjoy a Daughter of Jupiter. After Theſeus 
had enjoyed Helen, Perithous propoſed to take Pro- 
ſerpine from Pluto; Theſeus readily conſented to aſ- 
fiſt him, and accordingly they made a Deſcent into 
* F Hell together. 


Oreſtes, Vleſt in ev'ry toilſome State, 

Shar d with his Pylades one common Fate. 
The moſt remarkable Inſtance of the Since- 
rity of Pylades, is this. Oreſtes was to be pur 


ates, to Death, Pylades pleaded he was Oreſtes with ſo 
wer; much Paſſion, whilſt Oreſtes no leſs endeavour'd to 
other ſeem to be what he really was, that King Thoas, be- 


fore whom they were, left che Matter undecided, 
for fear of doing Injuſtice. 


For when he fell himſelf, he ſav'd his Friend. 

- Þ In the Time of rhe Trojan War, the Greeks were 

' Prove to ſuch Extremities, that Patroclus was forced 
A | to 
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to arm himſelf with the Armour of Achilles, ( Achil- 
Jes being unwilling to go himſelf,) thinking by 
that Stratagem to encourage the Greczans, and ter- 


rify the Trojans ; in both which he ſucceeded ; but 


was at laſt flain by Hector. 


— _ 
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FRAGMENTS. 


Then he ——— 
With Nectar, and Ambroſia, bath'd the Wound. 


Hether our Poet deſign d this for an Hyper- 


: bole, I cannot tell; but that chere is ſuch} 
an Herb as Ambroſia, the Juice of which was uſed 
medicinally, we may ſee from Virgils making Venus 


apply it to Æneas s Wound. 


Spargitque ſalubris 
Ambroſia y 


Ambrofia's wholſome Fuice ſhe then diffus d. 
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Errata. Pag. 33. Lin. 11. for Ægarian, read Aagrian. Pag 


62. Lin. 15. for wiſely, read wildly Pag. 95. Lin. 16. after ſeit 
read te. 
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